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SIR CHARLES MACARA, ONE OF
CALLED TO DEMAM

Special Correspondence of The Star.
LONDON. October 21. 1915.

WHO coined the expression
King Cotton? Did he realizehow apt and true was

this association of supreme
sovereignty with the staple product of

the sunny south? For cotton is kingly.
Indeed, not only .in America, but

throughout the world; and it is more

powerful, more vital today than when
first it was given its regal title.
Cotton is romance. Cotton made pos-

Bible a glorious and chivalrous age in
the south. Long has cotton clothed the
world.a peaceful, innocent function.
Now cotton has become sterner stuff.

Before, the bursting of the pod was its

most violent act; now cotton wins
wars.rit kills and maims. From a lazy
southern field to the breach of a great
gun in Flanders is a far cry, but each
day in-this great war cotton plays an

incalculable part. The field hand of
Pixie picks death from the plant in
these days of high explosives.

*
* *

Today, "American medium" plays a

large part in ruling the world. Spun
at home or exported to Liverpool -or

Bremen, twisted into fine thread and
woven into endless bolts, its influence
Is worldwide. It controls whole sectionsof the most important countries
In the world. It is the mainspring of
action of millions ,of people. A score

of millionaires, created by its usefulness,move the pawns that play the
game of international politics. It prevents,it causes, it wages and it stops
Wars.
Take England, for instance. For a

generation Manchester and all that it
connotes, erected on a foundation of
swaying pods, has pulled the strings
that move the marionettes of Downing
treet. Its millions, directly or indirectly.mostlydirectly.have dictated

the foreign policy of Albion. The great
International worries of Great Britain
Are largely a question of cotton.
Manchester dictates eve^y English

move in southern China, where almost
unending millions of slant-eyed yellowmen are marked out to provide a

future trade and mainstay for the
whirling spindles of Lancashire. Indianaffairs are weighed and sifted and
tested and decided in consultation with
the cotton mugnates of the north of

Willie ciiu.uuuai muta,

Kgypt, Arabia, Persia largely resolve
themselves into potential markets for
the products of Cottonopolis.
Foreign affairs are mainly a question

O) foreign markets. This fundamental
fact is decked out in various garbs of
disguise for presentation "to the man in

* the street. Hut those in touch with
government affairs and big business
are under no delusion on the subject.

* !
s *

Just stop for a moment and trv to j

Special Correspondence of The Star.

PARIS, October 17, 1915.
SCAME near seeing Caujolle.

Half an hour before Caujolle had

quit the palace, toddling on his
crutches, past the flower beds, to

the monumental gateway and a taxi.

Th, ta." he said. "I've a date in Paris."
Caujolle lives in the palace.
Crowds of visitors saluted Caujolle

on his passage. Caujolle had two
Wooden legs. The palace is full of historicaltreasures, and in visiting hours,
Bowadavs, the public flocks to see the
armor of Jeanne d'Arc, the jeweled saddleof Napoleon and the Zeppelin that
Xell at Badonvilliers.

T o t r- I with nn nl<l mnrt at

the gateway, guarded by sentries. High
oflicers in automobiles hurried to and
Xro. The palace is immense. The generalcomryanding Paris also lives there.
"These crowds turn my head," said

the old man. "It used to be so quiet
and peaceful No one came here. We
eat in that sunny spot there, by the
cannons. L>o you know those cannons?They were taken by Napoleon
from the Austrians at i'ardon, madame!"

* *
An elegant young girl, followed by a

distinguished middle-aged woman,
came up in their limousine.
"Monsieur Caujolle?"' she bubbled.

"No? He is not here? lie is gone into
Paris? Mamma, M. Caujolle is not here.
He has gone into Paris. Monsieur, will

jrou kindly tell the palace entrance
near to which M. Caujolle lives? We
^vould leave some trilling objects for
him. Merci, monsieur, au revoir!"

\nd she went hunting Caujolle.
"Now see there!" the old man chuckled.

"All for Caujolle! No one came for us
these thirty years past When the
crowd ijt (!auJulie's pals arrive, no one

will get moment's rest from women!
Grand days! Grand days!"
Who is Caujolle? Before the war he

was a journeyman baker of Toulouse,
an orphan boy of no consequence to
anybody.
At the battle of the Marne a shell

blew off his legs.
Today he is the first of 1,000 brethren,

all picked heroes of the war, who will
live together In the palace. The qualificationis to be mutilated, incapacitatedand homeless.
They are the new invalides.
Tourists thought they saw the Invalides.They saw tiie shell.
Your taxi rolled through shady,

empty avenues, beyond the Eiffel tower.
There were glimpses of a wide parade
ground, old bronze cannons and a pal(
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ENGLAND'S GREATEST COTTON ME?
3 THAT COTTON BE DECLARED CONT]

imagine how the subject of Chinese <
affairs, for instance, appears to the <

great cotton manufacturer seated in \
his roomy private office in Manches- «

ter. Probably he or some one else
similarly situated recently figured out
that if the 350.000.000 inhabitants of
China were so educated and civilized j
that they came to tire conclusion that (
modesty, or convenience, or hygiene, j
or extravagance called upon them to T
dress like the inhabitants of western
Europe, 20.000,000 bales of raw cotton J
a year would not supply their needs (
alone. i
The same applies in proportion to (

the 100,000,000 black-skinned inhabi- t
tants of Africa: the estimated but unnumberedhordes of India and Russia.
Why. the cotton goods business is in
its infancy and the proud owner of a

dozen great mills in and about Man- r
Chester is a peddler compared to the
cotton magnate of the future! *

Why is all this of particular interest t
to America at this moment? Simply be- a
cause there are many evidences that
Great Britain is making, or is about to c

make, a determined attempt to control, a

absolutely and perpetually, the cotton A
crop of the world by the regulation of t
prices.

Various influential cotton men in the y

north of England, notably Sir Charles C
Mscaro. former president of the Inter- j
national Federation of Master Spinners'. 3
and Manufacturers* Association, have had
this. itle^L running through their heads for
a number of years, but," unable" to secure' J
the necessary governmental money sup-

*

port, it has laid in abeyance until the
present.
THo u-nr hn« lirruieht into existence

certain unprecedented conditions and op
fl

portunities that are particularly favoi '

able to their scheme, and out of the great
loss the universal struggle has brought
to the cotton industry in England these
far-seeing, hard-headed manufacturers 11

discern ^the possibility of extracting last- e

ing advantage.
r

#
r

* * I
Here is the situation, put as briefly as c

possible. It has always been a serious h

worry to the British cotton goods manu- ^

facturer that, although he has controlled
the bulk of the manufacturing and marketingof cotton piece goods, he has not o

been able to control the raw product.
Cotton weaving is the only great British *

industry in which the raw material is
controlled by an outside nation. ii
As far back as the late fifties of the o

last century, in forming what was known t
as the Cotton Growers' Association, it t
was set out that the organization was an

expression of "the prospective fears of a

portion of the trade that some dire
calamity must inevitably, sooner or later,
overtake the cotton manufacture of Lan- C
cashire, the superstructure of which has ii
so long rested upon the treacherous foun- j.
elation of restricted slave labor as the
main. source of supply for its raw ma- a

terial."
Many British manufacturers began to t!

feel that independence of the American r
supply was an absolute necessity, and .

several ambitious projects were tried.
Competent teachers of the grow ng and ^

gathering of cotton were sent to parts b

ace front; then on. on. skirting round,
there were side glimpses of the vast
old pile, immense, monotonous and
nothing doing, till you reached a
vrought-iron gate, a green lawn and a

grandiose dome. It was Napoleon's
tomb.
Perhaps you drove around, to the west

front. You passed through small courts
t<» an immense quadrangle with two
floors of arcades, empty, silent, to the
labyrinthine halls of the Military Museum.arms, armor, costumes of all
ages trophies, relics of Napoleon and
the empire, the gray coat of the Man
of Destiny, his battle hats, his gloves,
his pistols.

w
* *

And, fatigued, you passed out, having
glimpses of more empty courtyards,
endless doors. windows, corridors.
When you asked: '"What's in there?"
you were answered: "They are empty.
Once the invalJdes lived 5n them."
The republic had. in fact, "condemned"the Invalides, in fear its influence

might keep alive Napoleonic glory.
Even after 1870 it was not half filled
up, nor quarter Thirty years past, no

new pensioners ha* been admitted.
The "old grumblers" were left to die
out. Only seventeen remain today.
Hut fifty years ago the Invalides was

alive and glorious. A thousand mutilatedsurvivors of the Crimea, Algiers,
Italy and other campaigns of Napoleon
III lived snugly in the palace, an extremelydecorative stage setting for
t hem.
Back, before their time, the original

"old grumblers" of thv Little Corporal,
in and out a score of prosperous cafes
around about its edges, told admiring
visitors the stories of their wars.
And. still back, the damaged King's

Guards and musketeers of Fontenoy
and Lawfeld, under Louis XV. and crippledheroes of Friedlingen and Kamilies.under the Sun King, permitted ailmiringcivilians to pay for their bump-
ers 01 ruiresoes wine ana nana mem
the "p'ece" of silver which they thought
it no dishonor to accept.
"Orarid old days." said the old man,

"but (whispering hoarsely) some of us
are old now."
Not he; he is Joseph Fajre, the Benjamin.age only seventy-three, who lost

his right arm at Sedan, the youngest of
the seventeen remaining. He is dis- 1
gusted at the agedness of Hachard, who
is ninety-six; Lubin, who is ninetyseven,and old Robin, who is ninetyeight.theeldest.
"Old Robin eats well, drinks well,

smokes well and lias grandchildren and a

great-grandchildren in Paris. He has
been here sixty years, arid for thirty £years I've been trying to find out where
he was wounded. It wasn't the Crimea; ^
he has five medals. When we ask him, w
he just answers: "That's my business!' <»

(whispering very hoarsely). He's for- "
gotten. It's rio pleasure to converse A
with Robin." n
Nor with Elie, aged eighty-nine, u

wounded at Magenta. r;
Poor Elie shows the progress made

i
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f, ADDRESSING A MASS MEETING
RABRAND OF WAR.

>f the world under British control or
ownership. Missionaries were enlisted in
Lhe work of encouraging the natives of
semi-tropical countries to plant cotton,
md were asked to distribute seeds and
nstructions.
Although all this did not result in freengthe British manufacturer from his

lej>endence upon America, it must l>e
orne in mind that the ILancashire maglateshave never ceased in their efforts,
ind today more than ever they spend
housands of dollars and countless hours
>f precious time in pushing cotton growngin every part of the worltl outside
>f the sunny south, but especially within
he confines of the British empire.

*
£ *

Thus, thanks to British encouragenent,there is an ever-increasing cotoncrop raised within the empire, alhoughthe south still has a firm and
t nresent linnssn ilnhlr trrin on thp hulk

>f the world's production, growing
Lbout 65 per cent of the world's total.
Vhereas the 1913 crop of the eight coton-growingstates of the south
[mounted in round figures to 14,000,i00bales, it is significant that India
produced 4,500,000 bales and Egypt
,000,000 bales.Tothe British cotton goods manuacturer,one of the chief clisadvanagesof American control of raw cotonand competitive purchasing.principallyby Germany, which has made
normous strides in cotton-weaving inlustryof late years, and by American
nanufacturers.is the fluctuation in
he prices. jA concrete example will show how
he multiplication table works an enornousinjury and loss to England with
ach one-cent rise in the price of the
aw material. Not many years ago
otton was selling at 6 cents a pound;
t the beginning of 1914 it reached 15
ents. Now, England consumes in her
otton mills an average of 4,000.000
ales.or 2,000,000,000 pounds, every year.
I rise of one cent a pound means a
lifference of £1.1 per bale. A rise of
cents.from 6 cents to 15.means a

lifference of £9.9 per bale, or a total
f more than £40,000,000 ($200,000,000)
er year in the cost of raw material to j
he cotton manufacturers of Gfreat
Jritain. ,

Naturally, it means a proportionate ,
nerease in the income of the planters
f the south, hut it is hardly necessary
o say that that floes not compensate
he Britishers for their loss. ,

* <
* * 1

It is to fix and control these prices '

hat the English manufacturers, workrigwith the sympathy and active asistanceof the British government,
re planning. One of Sir Charles Maara:spet schemes for years has been f
he purchase of an enormous stock of I
aw cotton, running into the million
ales, to he placed in storage. These, t

need hardly be said, were to he c

ought when prices were low, and f

\ '

WKLVK OF THE SEVENTEEN "OLD C,
OTHERS, DATIXi FROM ALOIERS,
VANTED AGE. THE 1IRONZE CAN

V modern science. American surgeons t
nd dentists in France are daily b,uildjgup worse damaged jaws than Klie's. t
t the Ked Crescent Hospital of the v

orte-Maillot, 1 saw a native Algerian t
ho seemed to be chewing gum. He '1
asn't. With an awful smile, he stuck
ut a kind of red rubber ball which he 1<
just keep continually in his mouth, v
nurse explained. "It's to hold 'his t

lutilated jaw in place, till it's built a
p." she said. "He will be made all
ight. They do it all the time." v
Poor Elie had not such care in 1850. c

ruieigri roncies, it ma
*
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\VI>DI\<i THE THREAD FROM THE HA
LA .'Ell TO BE WOVl

held against any tendency of the mar- o
ket to rise. , h
As soon as prices showed an inclina- t<

tion to soar, enough of the huge store p
was to be thrown onto the market to n
"bear" figures to what the British
manufacturers thought were correct, d
When prices once again reached the t<
low level, the reserve store was to be
replenished. That, roughly, is the ir
present scheme. s<
The big English manufacturer of cot- li

ton goods believes he need fear little tl
from the competition of American mills c;
in any open market. He is firmly con- ti
vinced that the tiny corner of England a:
known as Lancashire, of which Man- n<
Chester is the heart and cotton the life tc
blood, is suited as is no other corner ni
of this earth for cotton spinning and h;
weaving. c;
As the properties of the water in the v<

northeast corner of Ireland make that
section predominant in the manufactureof linens, so the wet fogs and
mists and rains of Lancashire, which fynuke the district such a depressing and ,

detestable place for a mere visitor, marvelouslysimplify the difficult business w

of cotton spinning. m
In less fortunate districts, such as wRhode Island, in the United States, it

s necessary to do by artificial means
what nature does for Lancashire, and,
;ven in the latter place, when a cold,
lry wind sweeps across country from ^.he Yorkshire moors spinning must he
lone in the steamrooms to prevent the cr

constant snapping of the thread. v*

r<
* hf

* StBut the British manufacturer is satis- j,,
led that he has oiher advantages, hi
Listen to Sir Charles Macara: bi
"England has an enormous advantage

>ver the United States in the matter <j,
)f cotton spinning and weaving. In the si
irst place, we have the advantage in di

<

i

iHI MBLKRS" WHO KKMAINED AT TH
SKBASTOPJL AND MACiKNTA, SELDOM
\0\ WERE TAKE.M BY NAPOLEON FB

-ven the holes in his cheeks remain. is
"His cheeks whistle when he talks," Alt
he other sad. "He can't control his bo
vords and language. When he starts an
c say, 'The day is tine,' it comes out, liri
I'm as thirsty as a bear.' "

The old man cocked his eye and sai
ooked expectant. In old days «t inj
vould have been an' "invalide's joke," liia
enderly appreciated by Parisians. 1 'I
ppreclated.
Then I asked him about Renaud, who sel
ras wounded in America. Yea, though (
»nly sevonty-eight years old, Renaud I

A

Make Possible Frui'lansfor Control of
ireat Product. Will
eserve of Valuable
ii \i7t r>_:

i upon vvnen rricob

lantic King Cctton.
al.Once It Clothed
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IW PRODI CT OX TO THK BOBBINS, J
3X INTO CLOTH. s

I
poratives. When 1 was in Rhode Is- c
i.nd some years ago a friend of mine j
>ok me through one of his mills and ^
ointed out people of seven different fl
ationalities working at the looms. e
" 'I cannot tell,' he said, 'from day to e
ay how long these people are going l;
> be with me.'
"English operatives grow up in the
idustry. In my own mills I have had
iveral generations of the same famies.Only a man who is engaged in 8
le business of spinning and weaving f
in understand the value of this con- h
nuity. Then I am firmly convinced, 0fter a great deal of investigation, that
owhere in the United States is there ®
> be found an ideal climate for spin- £
Ing and weaving. And finally England "

ad the advantage of a long start be- v
tuse of the genius of her early insntors.

*
s}: *S

"Thus, even if the American manu- ^,cturer were competing with us on ^
vel terms.that is, with American >;
ages as low as English.he would n

ever be able to give us any great
.. eorry.

The cotton-weaving industry of r<
ancashire has been hard hit by the a
ar. In fact, it has been almost as
ard hit as has the German industry, 1'
*spite the fact that the German meruitile marine has been run to ground £i
hile the British mercantile marine f<
>arns the world's seas. Shortage of h
>ttoms, high freights and the con- c<
antly growing shortage of labor, with A
icreased charges, not only for labor, w
jt for almost all overhead items, has f<
-ought production down with a rush, pTha millc r.nnn-.0l,!r« i - 1 «

mes, send SO per cent of their pro- k
iction to be marketed abroad. A con- c;
derable part of this foreign trade has oi
sappeared. The raw cotton formerly 01

K INVALIDBS AT THB BREAKING f
LEAVE THE INTERIOR OF THE PALi
tOM THE AUSTRIANS.

a survivor of Napoleon Ill's ill-fated 44

jxican expedition, before you were m>
rn, my dear. Renaud has six medals, ha
d used to tell tall stories of the us
in^ squad of Maximilian. th<
Oh, Renaud is cracked," the old man fel
id. "There is no pleasure in convers- of
f with Renaud. He luis a room by sel
uself." >
he remark surprised me. liti
Haven't you all rooms by your- A
ves?" dis
Think, only seventeen old men!) ths
Jut no; some have, some haven'tt goi

.. , ,<*«**>'«* ' -<*._>*«»-» **fetii 1Miiid

ONE OF THE HUGE MACH

voraciously consumed by the mills of
Lancashire is now either unbought or
s being steadily accumulated in the
varehouses of Liverpool, Manchester,
>r even farther afield.to English
credit in New Orleans or New York.
o come on the international market as
'spot" cotton at some future time when
British manufaeturers believe that the
American grower is getting too much
or his product.
It is a fascinating romance, the de-

J. ui » L'UllUll

ndustry, leading up to her audacious
ittempt. in the middle of the greatest
var she has ever waged, to capture the
ontrol of the world's supply of raw
otton. It is typical, too. of the uncannyforesight that has played so
arge a part in the commercial growth
if John Bull. England suffers from a
eculiar form of commercial astigmaismwhich, although it prevents her
eeing a month or a year ahead, enblesher to see a decade or a genertionor a couple of hundred years
head with a clearness of vision unqualedby any other people.
Cotton spinning and weaving was a
ate comer to England. Five centuries
efore Christ it was general throughutIndia, and Herodotus mentions the
ise, by the Indians, of "a wool of a
ner and better quality than that of
heep," which turned out to be cotton,
t was not. however, until eighteen
enturies later that it made its way to
taly and Constantinople. In the midleof the thirteenth century it was a
lourishing industry in Spain, and as

arly as 1760 about 40,000 people were

ngaged in cotton spinning in Engind.
'f

# *

Undoubtedly England owes her cotton
oods supremacy today to the wonderulband of humble inventors who gave
er, and perfected for her. the ingeniusmachines that made weaving on a

igantic scale possible. In 1764 James
largreaves invented his spinning
jenny," which was driven by a flywheeland held a number of spindles
nd a movable frame. *

Fearful that his machine would de-
troy the demand for labor, Har-
reaves' ne ghbors broke 'into his ]
ouse, burned the jenny and compelled
im to leave the district. He went to
iottingham, where he established a (
,;u ,rv», »ui

Line seemed to dog this pioneer, how- ]
ver, for when he tried to take out a ,

atent covering his invention it was
Esfused because he had manufactured <

nd sold a number of the machines*be- j

ire applying. He died a poor man in
778. i

Following Hargreaves, Lewis Paul
-led to put on the market a machine c
3r spinning by rollers. His machine v
ad many serious defects and it did not c
ome into general use until Richard 1
rkwright, the Preston barber, after s
ard "Sir" Richard Arkwright. per- 1
;cted its parts and made several im- U
rovements. Arkwright, besides being
remarkably clever inventor, was a t

een business man, and he speedily be- a
ime wealthy. In partnership with d
thers he manufactured his machines I
i a wide scale and for many years the s
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H'T OF THE WAR. THE FIVE ta

ICE ON ACCOUNT OF THEIR AD- pa
va

/
w:

They always promised me a room to *k
'self; but I never got it. Four of us in
ve a big room together. They call of
the Three Musketeers, Athos, For- su

)s and Aberdnego. When those young r

lows come they'll have' the choice
rooms. Caujolle has one, all by him- 1
f, already. th
low, there are simply hundreds of te
tie rooms in the Invalides. .

tny one who has wandered about the
imantled old palace must have seen £e
it It is a labyrinth. Once I got lost. B«
ing up a wrong stairway. The balus- de

i
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IXES AT MANCHESTER. WHERE "MIL

bulk of the cotton goods of England st
were woven on them. Ai

LJ
* * u*

Finally, however, it was superseded as
by Samuel Compton's wonderful spin- wi
ning mule.a combination of Har- tr
greave's "jenny" and Arkwright's rollers.Compton received a grant from W(
parliament and was placed in easy cir- in
cumstances. The business of inventing 1
was indeed picking up. Arkwright £®built a factory at Cromford and the aj
manufacture of cotton goods flour- ja
ished. fed
At this point came Edmund Cartwright.a clergyman, who invented the ^

power loom, but he was before his time ini
and lost money heavily. Parliament pu
again showed an unusual appreciation
and voted him a sum of $50,000. a goodlysum of money in those days. Final- toly. Robert Kay, the son of the John 00,Kay who some years befote had in- j jvented the fly shuttle, perfected the '

drop box, making possible the rapid
weaving of figured goods. Thus Eng- ,
iana was well started on the way to
her supremacy. le*
How remarkable has been her ad- dil

vance nothing will show better than a tafew figures. The humble first factory ..

of Arkwright has grown into an industrythat commands an invested capital
of $500,000,000. The 40,000 workers of w<
1740 have increased to 4,000,000, who, \sdirectly or indirectly,- are dependent
upon the cotton factories of Lancashire. \
In Cottonopolis or its environs whirl l(

145,000,000, or 40 per cent of the world's ba
spindles, more than a third again as 00<
many as in the whole of the rest of th<Europe and twice as many as in all the
United States. Upward of 20 per cent
of the world's production of raw cot- ">*
ton.22.000,000 bales of 500 pounds *°'
each.passes in and out of these Eng- ,

*
lish mills.

* im
y cai

One hundred years ago the cotton m
consumption of Lancashire was 210,- toi
000,000 pounds; two years ago it was a

2,200,000,000 pounds. Liverpool, England'schief port of entry for raw cot- cal
ton. has become the greatest cotton ma
nty in the whole world. A century ago sib
34.000,000 pounds of raw cotton were ^landed on its docks; two years ago the c^.
Igures were 2,377,000,000 pounds. Liv- me
srpool's cotton exchange is the largest er<

spot market in the world, although
England" doesn't produce an ounce of OI

aw material.
The stock of raw cotton in Liverpool *

luring the maximum week of It)12-13
vas 737.5O0,000 pounds, while New York / £ould boast of only 07.000,000, New Or- isn

eans (.which should control the world's
upply) 00,000,000, Bremen 257,000,000, sa'

lavre 239,000,000 and Bombay 307,000,- .
1

There was a time when England conrolledthe whole American crop avail- "°.
ble for export, and it is to that con- 1

lition of affairs that "the present-day J"®
Lancashire magnate looks hack with
atisfaction.and regret. If the world's

il©©in,9s
rade and wainscoting were magnifi- Na]
ent black oak. dating from Louis XIV. the
olished, actually worn to undulations A
y the hands of old fellows sliding ton
long them during three centuries. 1
ame to a hallwav, ceiled" with carved
lack beams, magnificent. There were can

nig lines of little doors, and. at right ing
ngles, other corridors with little den
oors. we

"You mean the old buildings on the the
ourt St. Joseph?' said the ancient. "

N'o? Then it was in the Court of Al- Pe^
iers. The 'old grumblers' of Napoleon ^
ved there. Each one had his room, ran

ou'll see their names carved, with their
atcs and campaigns, on the chimney- mal

ieces. If we started in to carve our dec
anies we'd get ten days."
An intelligent young carpenter, who seu

ad stood listening, spoke up. Jur"There are oak-paneled little rooms hon
ith names of light horse and king's ma

jards," he said. "I saw a date c*f 1750." ^rf?The ancient looked up jealously. dev
"Where's that?"
"in the old buildings of the Court St. 1 l<

ouis. They are fixing them up. They
>ok as if they had not been occupied
>r a hundred years. The hoys who get A
lem will be lucky.must be forty roo
)oms around the courtyard. They are f
it! i>. n- in Krno>! lioHstn-iiis "

"No one ever lived there," mused the Pec
d man. D'd you say brass bedsteads?" mai
He took gloomy interest. ui
"Are you working on them?" .

The young fellow said that he was
orking on four grand halls of the Al
uartier St. Como, "real chateau halls," ous,
ith monumental fireplaces. gua
"They are putting in steam heat," he T\
lid, "and running up half-partitions
form alcoves." T!

"Horses' stalls," the ancient muttered, dwe
"They're for privacy." replied the car- xi
inter, "a bed and little furniture in ,

ich, with portieres in front, twelve
coves on a side. The center of each T1
ill is open, with great tables, like a 1
ubroom." yesl
The old man sniffed. I
"See there, now. All for the young,
ell, well, they're brave boys. They'll SOId
vite us to their fun. Grand days are a "i
>ming." kne

* "II
* * i

V'ntViintr nmiM KoHor shnw thA tri .. .

nph of the republic. ^he
For thirty years, to keep down miliryprestige and the memory of Bona- nur!
irte, they had "condemned" the In- wh0
ilides, filling it, as much as possible, so n
Ith government offices, and leaving stop
e mass of the old courts empty. For said
stance, the doctor officially in charge "My
the seventeen "old grumblers" had a SIQp
ite of twelve vast rooms. And so on. a y(
rhe only sight was Napoleon's tomb. crut
beneath the dome the tourist stood by twe<
e circular stone balustrade which pro- "N
cts the huge hole in the floor. You
oked down into the crypt. Giant anilsstood against the circling pillars, gwei
itween them were panoplies of mol- An
ring flags and banners.captured In

(

Cotton

E SPIXXIXC;" IS im\K.

ipply of raw cotton, including the
merican export crop, should come to
verpool to be marketed and distxibedU> the rest of the world at the
easure of the Lancashire kings.Just

so many other products of the
orld. because of English financial conQl.pass through this country and
ave behind an immense total of
okerage fees.John Bull's cup of joyould be very nearly full to overflowg.
In the last decade of the eighteenth
ntury the 5(h».<m»o pounds of raw cotnthat the t'nited States sent abroad
came to England; thirty years

ter. of the 142,bbO,biM> pounds export,04.000.0b0 came here. But gradulythe merchants of other nations herncompeting with Britain, and, what
is more important, insisted upon gogdirect to the American market to
rchase their supplies.
Thus we tind that in 1S90, out of a
tal American export of about 2.042,O.OOO,only 1 ,"»02,oon,00o pounds came
England, while in 19«Ki, out of 2.4.V2,C»,o(H>.England's share was only
Oo.OOO.bOO pounds.

*
# *

Vhat, then, are the lessons to be
irned by America in the present contionof affairs? It is a vitally imporntmatter not only for the south,
t for the north, the east, the west,
e American nation as a whole. The
ill-being of the annual cotton crop
as necessary to the United States as
the health of the heart of the indiiual.The 1914 crop of lo.OCMJ.ObO
les, at |C5 per bale, was worth $975,>,bb0.Cotton is the lifeblood of half
e American nation, and there is not
man in the south untouched directly
cotton, nor in the whole nation unJChedindirectly.
American experts in England who
ow the situation say the remedies.
leed, the absolutely necessary pr#utions.seemto be twofold. First.
?y point out, there should be agree:ntand organization among the cotigrowers and marketers, insuring
financial support stropg enough to
te such measure of control as will
ivent any attempt from abroad to
pture the market at present or to
ke such purchases as to make posileoutside control in the future,
'ailing this, they maintain, the govlmentshould step in and take
irge. Under either of these arrangentsit should be seriously consid>dif it would not be well, while
:re is yet time, to take a page out
the British book and store, by govlmentalor semi-private co-operaepurchase, enough cotton to steady

; market of the future and to prolethe financial machinery for bullbuyingwhen, through any cause.
; market tends to sag below thfe
'ety margin.
'he second remedy, they explain, can
stated in very few words: Let Uncle
m, by every effort within his power,
as much of the weaving of his own
ion crop as is possioie. 1 nai mey
ist, is the best answer to England'!
empt.

(Copyright, 1915, by Curtis Brown.)

;>oleon's wars, all over Europe. In
midst, the great sar-opba. us.

n aged inva'.ide "explained" the
lb and banners.
"hen he spoke of 1815 he whispered.
The allies sought them when they
ae to I'aris (pointing to the nioldertrophies),but they were well hidiby old soldiers. Otherwise, we

uld have burned them, swallowing
ashes!"
e was an old man. And he whised.
ow all changes. The grand quadigleis full of captured German canis.German 420-shells as tall as a

n. fallen Taubes and French biplanes
orated with the military medal,
pstairs, the palace front is a muitnof the war. with stands of capedflags, samples of every shell. Are
nbs. gas bombs, signal rockets. Ger-t
n gas projectors and fire squirters,
nades, mortars, lance bombs, trench
ices, masks, steel caps and armor.,
at do 1 know? All the war is there,
ell you. i

*
* *

nd now they are fitting up these
ms and "club-halls" for a first batch
250 young heroes. Fifty are extedto arrive next month. The reinderwill finish their convalescence.
Itimately there will be three other
ches.
mless, legless, damaged, but gloriathousand young invalided will
rd Napoleon's tomb,
icy will not whisper.

. . ..-ill
le military gu»ci uui ui x ai 10 *> »**

11 with them.
iere will be reviews of troops and
mn ceremonies,
le republic triumphs,
almost saw Caujolle three times
:erday.
front of the Madeleine two young
iers of the garrison were wheeling
>oilu" who had lost both legs at the
es.

t's Caujolle!" exclaimed Dewey,
ran. "Pardon, Monsieur Caujolle."
no. "My name is Dupont," replied
mutilated party, with a good smile.
!Xt, in the Avenue des Ternes. a

se sat in a horse cab with a soldier
had lost both legs above the knees,
nuch that he could barely sit. They
ped to buy a paper. "Pardon," I
, "Monsieur Caujolle." No, again,
name is Baudouin," said the victim,
ing happily.
ce more, at the Trocadero, we saw

oung hero gayly toddling on two
ches.and two wooden stumps beinthem.
ow that's Caujolle, sure," said
ey.
ardon," I said, "Monsieur Caujolle."
o, any name is Aramon," he anred.
d he smiled.

STERLING HEILIG.


